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| : the Homeless 


OHS , by Stirling Adams 


Gary Renton tugged the wool cap over his ears and 
dropped the last pages of his newspaper onto the glowing 
coals. He huddled closer to the fire to soak inits last moments 
of heat. As he scuffed dirt over the fading embers he asked, 
“Know where you're sleeping tonight?” Then, he picked up 
the plastic grocery sack containing his possessions, and 
started down the railroad tracks. “Follow me, I know a 
place.” Slowly, he shuffled across each railroad tie, taking 
care not to. trip over any obstacles in the dark. 

To the East, the horizon shone with the lighted silhouettes 
of the temple, Hotel Utah, and Howard Johnson’ s; he didn’ t 
notice. “See, here, this hole in the fence leads right up to the 
bridge support, there. Up on top, it’s nice and flat, not much 
wind at night, either.” He stepped under the fence, slipping 
alittle on the icy ground. He moved up the slanted concrete 
wall, avoiding the broken beer and wine bottles. Once at the 
top of the support he raised his voice a little, drowning out the 
rumble of the overhead I-15 traffic . “There used to be afamily 
stayed here. Woman and a couple of kids. They went south 

first time it snowed.” They, or somebody, had left behind a 
book, The Warriors, and an old sweater, worn ragged by 
weather and age. 

After explaining the advantages the place had in cutting 
the bite of the night air he led the way back down to the tracks, 
describing his sleeping habits. “Shouldn't sleep in the same 
place too long, might be dangerous. It’s good to keep moving 
every few nights, even if its just to the next [railroad] car. I 
was going to sleep up in the dump tonight. Know where that 
is? But the bull kicked me out ‘round three. The railroad 
detectives won't put up with nothing anymore. The bull 
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Ns missed one guy, though. Ol’ Nate is still up there, hiding ina 
= LES big cardboard box.” He chuckled at that thought for a 

mt = moment and added, “ It makes a good bed, too.” 
SR art by Julie Stonebraker He stopped suddenly and listened for amoment. A small 


Cc l e ti f Ut h O R A ee apolegetically crossed the tracks in front of him. The 
‘ather, a young Mexican, called to his th hildren in 

O a 1 10n O a Ns Ppp O SC acl sm Spanish, urging them to hurry so they could comer the cold. 
by Emily J. Tobler They quickly moved into a maze of old vehicles and broken- 


December 5, at 12:30 a group of tions is that violence seems to follow _ the protest goals are two-fold. First, to i adel coe ot sees ni safc maa 
300 Utahans metat WestJordanParkfor them around.” raise public awareness. Secondly, itisa 4, WA ake Saeed Arithacathiig a Nae i os 
protest that strongly said NO to Aryan “Correct me if I’m wrong”, Tom call for a broad base of elected officials i ea ie thi 9 henna i Ae Betas? he a : a 
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lessage of Christmas, from the Mes- _ erty and justice for all’.” Todd Gabler “Rev. Satan Butler should know, and ee Can) TGISC YORE, Maso elts Mot Ane 
Siah, “Peace on Earth, Good Will to (Parliamentarian of U of U’s Student his devil disciple should know, theycan C¢R : s Weep nine RE - 
”, and expressed that an organiza- | Government) reenforced Price in say- — scare some of the black people some of i Brees one oe aa Ee . Sa : 
ion , such as the Aryan Nations, does _ ing, “there is no sucha thing as racism _ the time, but they can’t scare all of the : ag : Ree a ee sie 8 b. ae ae 
iol promote peace on Earth or good will _ that isnot hatred. Somuch love of your __ black people all of the time.” =. 7 ee ¥ a Haber: fe Sealey 3d corp 
en and has no placein Utah because ownkind becomes hatred against those Joanne Milner, a member of the a aaa : a tee “a ol serine pages 
ts violent nature. who you do not consider to be part of state legislature, relayed her personal ia oa ig eaten ae aie Hel ae ae 
oe Roach of U of U’s Students —_ your race.” commitment to do all that she could to bef toi Fae ee ae he see ie eae a se ae e 
st Apartheid relayed, “The big Zeric Smith (founder of BYU’s _ stop racism, and called on the crowd to Sec. Spe Ga uy aae sie Me 1 ees 
Prayer Vigil for Peace) explained that make the same commitment. er ae se One Hiroe years, ty helast yeatyan 


Utah, 
EDITORIALS 


In the summer, being homeless can be inconvenient, 
SPECIAL INSERT | during the winter, it can be fatal. Most of the homeless in Salt 
Lake City are single males, but many women and families 
have to take to the streets, too. There are church, government, 


: K.Voss: 
_ New Year’s Resolution 


On Perpetuating the 
Santa Myth 
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_ Student Review is published 
weekly during Fall and Winter 
semesters and monthly during 
Spring and Summer Terms by Stu- 
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Christmas, Love and Hope - 


Iam encouraged. Every year it happens. 
For a few short days, an enormous paradigm 
shift takes place in the Western world. In- 
stead of fanged and slavering beasts battling 
for survival and dominance, people actually 
become human. More than that, some actu- 
ally become Christian. 

For a week or so, right around Christ- 
mastime, love seems to be the driving force of 
all Christendom. I guess that is why I love 


Christmas so much. I get to see the part of 


humanity that gives me hope. I am able to 
view people at their loving best. 

So, for a moment I want to 
leave what some have termed the 


by Dan Nielson 


For me love is therapeutic. I love to love. 
When I speak of love, I am not talking of 
romantic love, dependency on someone, or 
love as a feeling. None of those are “real” 
love; they are merely counterfeits. Borrow- 
ing Dr. M. Scott Peck’s definition, “love is 
the will to extend one’s self for the purpose of 
nurturing one’s own or another’s spiritual 
growth.” More simply, love is work. So, 
according to Peck, love is not a feeling, and 
one does not “fall” into it. Love isaconscious 
choice of will that translates into positive 


Love is not a feeling, and one does 


save Kananitye from itself. That is why 
Christmas is so encouraging to me; love’s 
power is manifested. 

Sadly, many people are trapped by 
mythical perceptions of love. They mistak- 
enly believe that love is somehow an arbi- 
trary and whimsical emotion that cannot be 
summoned or controlled. Because of these 
misconceptions, it seems that so few people 
really, wholly love. They don’t know how. 
Interestingly, loving is not only gratifying, it 
is a relatively simple process. The complete 
cycle of love should include 
love of self, others, and every- 


one. 

caustic/cynical, Student Review Z ‘ a Loving self 

writing mode and address what to not “fall” into it. Love is a Itis impossible to fully love 

me matters most—love. In so i : 5 another without loving one’s 

doing, I recognize the difficulty - conscious choice of will that self. One must have personal 

of attempting this without being : strength and be spiritually BO 

trite. Stick with me. 1 it} 1 ing in order to be a source of 
Over the Thanksgiving holi- translates into positive action. strength i another andi nie 


day I watched Ghandi, read a 
story about Mother Theresa, and 
graded one hundred essays on 

love. With that amount of be- 
nevolent bombardment, some- === 
thing was bound to sink in. I was over- 
whelmed by feelings of inadequacy. Irecog- 
nized—not for the first time—that I am both 
lazy and selfish. I hate those parts of myself 
and constantly fight against them. Love has 
been the only thing that has soothed the pain 
of my personal, protracted battle with myself. 


By GARY LARSON : 
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“Aittrrr spearrrr ... 


“Primordial soup again?” 
re 
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Girrrrr spearrrr! ...” 


Thus, anyone willing to work can 


love anyone else. 


action. Thus, anyone willing to work can 
love anyone else. Further, for those who seek 
to be true Christians, this type of loving is 
compulsory; to love is a commandment. 

It is common to claim that love is the 
most potent, binding force of the Universe. 
Moreover, I see love as the only force that can 


©1986 Universsi Press Syndicate 7, 


ture another’s growth. Loving 
is a circular process. When we 


work by loving another, -we — 


nurture our own growth, and — 
hence we love ourselves. 


This is more than just gaining self-es- _ 


teem; this is active dedication to the spiritual 


development of humanity, which includes 


please see Love on page 11 


“Up! Up! Take me up!” 


“Chief say, ‘Someone ... here ... walk ... 
through ... buffalo ... 


field?” 
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My New Year’s Resolution 


Holidays, as a general rule, are complex. But New Year’s 

can make you brain damaged. 
I don’t think that we should celebrate New Year’s-- way 
too destructive. Let’s take a look at what goes on in your head. 
__ First, you become vividly aware that you are older. Yes, 


| certainly, you can have other fixations that remind you of this, 


| 


i 


this is going to be just another cute essay on “How 
| I Found Out that Santa Claus is Not Real.” I’m 


| to my heart? How could Santa Claus be a no- 
good pinko communist creep? How could you 
_ evenassert such a terrible thing?” you ask. Well, 
| there aretwo reasons. The first, and most obvious 


| 


you who have seen “The Andy Williams Christ- 
%, 


| where Santa Claus purports to have his workshop. 


| eras a humbug, and dragged him out the door. 


| but New Year’s is when we, collectively, all of humanity, are 


expected to acknowledge and celebrate it. 

The whole point of the holiday, as I understand it, is to 
think about Time and be excited that Time is passing — all 
collectively in a large room or hall with undignified hats on. 
Essentially, we’re all celebrating aging and our inevitable 
declines, collectively, with undignified hats on. Phenome- 
non! 

People of taste and good breeding usually try to downplay 


| the aging thing. Let me illustrate it thusly: Let’s say that your 


hips happened to be your personal figure flaw area. Now, you 


| wouldn’t very well tie a big red sash with a pom-pom and 
| sequined thunderbolt motif around that very area, would you? 


People of taste and good breeding certainly would not. So, if 
hips equal aging and big-red-thunderbolt-motif-sash equals 


| New Year’s, it is perfectly clear. New Year’s forces 


everybody’s attention to that very thing we wish nobody 
would notice: the fact that we are old and getting older. 
It’s a phenomenon. Anthropologists like Dave Hart will 


| probably study this well into the future. 


Secondly, we are all supposed to impose random meas- 


The winter of 1986-87 was when my most precious 
childhood dream was crushed. That was when I discovered 
that Santa Claus is not who you think he is. Don’t think that 


“Not so naive. Good Saint Nick is real, all right. 
T’ve seen him. He’s a commie. 

Pretty bold statement, isn’t it? Makes you 
angry, doesn’t it? “How could the Jolly Old Elf 
represent the antithesis of everything I hold dear 


of these, is that [love sensationalism. The second 
eason is a story. 

I spent the last five months of my mission in 
ovaniemi, Finland, which is a medium size city 
right on the border of the Arctic Circle. Any of 


“mas Special” know that this is, in fact, the place 


Indeed, if you address a letter to “Santa Claus,” 
- drop it in the mailbox, it goes straight to 
Rovaniemi, where it gets read by the fat man in 
_ the red suit. On my first “prep-day” in the city, I 
_ wanted to see Santa’s workshop and get my 
Picture taken by the sign that says “Napapiiri” 
(Arctic Circle). My comp (that’s hip mission 

slang for “companion”) wasn’t too keen on the 
prospect, seeing as I was his third companion in 
the area; he had shown “Santa’s Workshop” to 
_ more missionaries than he cared to. I told him he 


The first thing I noticed was not Elves, but 
-Tather, Japanese people with home video cameras 


es 
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by K. Voss 


urement devices on our otherwise adequate lives. Convention 
requires us to resolve things about our weight, our social 
status, our academic performance, the frequency and intensity 
of our romantic interludes, our physical endurance and the 
way we have our closets organized. 

Now, I don’t have a great deal of psychological back- 
ground, nor is my name Sigmund, but this whole practice 
seems a little self-defeating. It’s a sort of negative fixation — 
acrazed searching for things to resolve. And one is supposed 
to do this every year, theoretically, until death. Can you see 
how years and years and years of this is bound to be detrimen- 
tal to one’s self-esteem? Do you see what I am saying? Are 
you, in fact, with me? Why do we do it to ourselves? More 
phenomena! 

Then, the most rotund phenomenon of all is that amidst 
this mental mayhem we go to parties and dances with the 


~ aforementioned undignified hats on. 


There we seea kaleidescope of old lovers and friends. Do 
we collectively mourn our piteous lot? Do we describe our 
latest penetrating intellectual quests? Do we discuss construc- 
tive methods of dealing with the pain? Do we have a moment 
of silence for contemplative introspection? Do we come, 
come, come together and join hands in an act of charity and 
hope? 

No, we do not. 

Scrutiny reveals that we sashay from one end of the room 


by Eldon C. Nelson 


that would have made NBC jealous. The next thing I noticed 
was not Elves, but rather cheap, gaudy tourist shops with 
cheap, gaudy, plastic souvenirs that sport the message “I 


ON IAN, 
ON KupoLPitski , 


ON BORIS ... 


to the other juxtaposing contrived felicity.on mental chaos. 
We assert how great everything is, how festive we feel and 
how dashing we think the undignified hats are. Mirth oozing 
everywhere. 

It’s sort of like getting killed with carnival music in the 
background. Convention makes itso. And we wonder why all 
of the youth are confused. 

The coup of the evening occurs at the actual heralding of 
the New Year. It is then, as I understand it, that you are to find 
yourself, as if by magic pixie dust, positioned next to someone 
you can kiss or at least embrace meaningfully. Are you ever 
more acutely aware of your oneness than on New Year’s Eve? 
Why do we do it to ourselves? : 

Oh, horrible! 

Confusedly, you wander, you feel your age, your deficit 
of achievement, your hypocrisy, your lack of a suitable 
kissing partner all throbbing and crescendoing until you are 
nothing but a mass of unappeasable nerve endings. 

This is New Year’s. 

Thus New Year’s makes us look and feel like idiots. Woe 
tous. Youcan choose to handle itany way you like, but I, for 
one, am not to be trifled with, especially by a faulty holiday. 
Holiday’s are not the boss of me. Most people, when con- 
scious, suspect that New Year’s is lame but are simply too shy 
to do anything about it. 

Summon some compunction; boycott New Year’s. 


_ Santa Claus accused of being Communist 


visited Santa’s Workshop in the Arctic Circle!” and then, in 
smaller print, “Made in Japan.” The third thing I notice was 
not Elves, but rather a few fenced off, listless reindeer, their 
fur falling off. Apparently, the reindeer don’t think 
that Chernobyl was the harmless little tea-party that 
the USSR would have us believe (“Don’t go out in the 
rain,” was the most popular advice). My once high 
hopes fell. Finland is not much of a country for 
tourist traps, so I wasn’t really expecting such a dive. 
We walked inside...Santa was there. My spirits 
picked up. I would have pulled out my camera and 
taken a picture on the spot, but I was embarrassed to. 
It seems that my little “Olympus” was outclassed by 
the Japanese tourist’s cameras (some of which I 
reckon would take some fairly nice close up shots of 
Saturn). Nevertheless, I walked right up to Santa, and 
started talking to him. The following conversation 
ensued. 

EN: “Hello. Have you ever heard of the 
Mormon Ch...oops, wrong intro line. Are you really 
Santa Claus?” 

SC: “Ho ho ho. Of course I am, young man. 
What would you like for Christmas?” 

EN: “Gee, Idunno. I stopped believing that you 
. exist so long ago. But you know, something I’ve 
always wanted to know is how you manage to give 
presents to all the good boys and girls in the world 
without any kind of remuneration.” 

SC: “Uhhh...Well, I have Elves, you know, and 
they work very hard...” 

EN: “C’mon, Santa. I know better than that. 
Even if the Elves worked for free, which I doubt, you 
still have to account for raw materials, insurance, 


please see Commie on page 7 
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A Letter to Santa 
Claus and His 


To p 20 14. 30 feet down an abandoned well in Texas. 


15. Anywhere with Bon Jovi. 
16. With the Hollands. 


b 
Places not to celebrate New Year’s 17. On Martha’s Vineyard with Ted Kennedy (“ll 


1. At home alone watching Dick Clark’s New hitch-hike”). 

Year’s Special. 18. Over the international dateline. 

2. Atan LDS mall dance. 19. In a gutter, face down. 

3. In a leaking boat in the Crimean Sea. 20. In the Marine Corps. 

4. In a Mexican sweat shop. 

5. In a cemetery. , Bottom 10 

S Sa sig no ing coaeaenes (so these are places to spend New Year’s) 
8. At the Aryan Nation’s New Year’s Eve Party. with your girlfriend, anywhere with lots of mistle- 
9. At St. Vincent DePaul’s Indigent Shelter. toe, on the road. between parties, under the balloons 
10. At the in-laws’. when they fall, at the MTV New Year’s party, on 
11. At K-Mart in aisle sixteen. the PCH-just outside Huntington Beach, in Red 


12. At D-Mart in any department. Square, Cross country skiing in Norway. 
13. In apt 106. eating cinnamon toast. Bia 


This Year, Take 


Home for Christmas. 


Show Mom & Dad that 
you accomplished more 
than studying anatomy. 
Show them you learned 
all about style... 

at Von Curtis Salon. 


Bring in this Ad and receive a free Christmas Gift. 
Expires December 31, 1987. 


ember 9, 1987 


pay. 2 senior from Arizona, wants an IBM- 


: lly, a senior from Hilton, SC, want to get 
a accepted to UCLA 


pedal for his guitar 
“An anonymous professor witha slavic accent 
wants to “Buy [his] own present.” 
Prof. Eugene Englund wantsan IBM portable 
: Anita from the JKHB copy. center wants 
| something 6 ft. tall, brown hair, blue 
eyes 

_ Becky, a senior from Claremont, CA, want a 
teal-green Jaguar 

Elma from Van Dyke Taxidermy Supply in 

Woonsocket, SD, wants a new camera: 
Canon AE-1 

Jane from Delta Tire in Memphis, TN, wants 
closet space partition savers 

Jeneanne from India Imports of Rhode Island 
wants “I can’t answer your question.” 

Betty from Rusty Jones’ Auto Rust-proof- 
ings wants as much money as possible. 

Susan from Playboy in Omaha, NE, wants 
any car. 

Patti, a junior from Kemmerer, WY, wants a 

_ date with her questioner. 

LeAnn, a senior from Sacramento, wants to 
have a cat in the apartment. 

Sandy, a.senior from Tucson, wants a ward- 
robe. 

Kristin, a senior from McClean, VA, wants a 

_ new wardrobe. _ 

Mindy, the night shift manager from 
McDonalds, wants a new SAAB witha 
cute guy. 

Russ, a junior from Boise, ID, wants a one- 
way ticket to Florence, Italy. 

_ Gary Pullins, the BYU Baseball Coach, 


Mike, a junior from Georgia, wants a volume 
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eal Christmas Wish Lists 


iditor’ 5 note: We surveyed various people in the area; and we also surveyed people not in the area with the help of 
a 1-800 telephone directory. Here is their list of hoped-for-stocking-stuffers. 


Chri 


wants a team that will go to the College 
World Series. ; 

Mitzy from Stainless Tank and Equipment 
Inc. in Cottage Grove, Wisconsin, wants 
a new Car. 

Patti, from St. Louis Chamber of Commerce, 
wants a new football team. 

Nancy, from Alfonso’s in LaJolla, CA, wants 
a fox fir coat. 

Carol, from the Box Elder County Court 
House, wants a switchboard that doesn’t 
ring so often. 

Indiana, from Gucci in New Jersey, wants a 
trip to somewhere warm. 

The Eavesdropper wants a high frequency 
directional boom mike and a little 
understanding. 


Carol, from the Des Moines National Pork 


Producers Council, want good health in 
the next year. 

Valerie, from the Fertilizer Institute in Wash- 
ington D.C., wants a Peugeot. 

Lynn/Heidi (married) wants a new mustang 
convertible 

Christina, from SLC, want a “harse”—white 
stallion 

Kelli, a sophomore from Portland, OR, wants 
a new scooter 

Jamie from San Diego, CA, wants a sled. 

SR’s Karen Voss wants “the answers.” 

Barbara from Wigs by Paula in MA, wants a 


jeep. 

Kim from Cecil Elis Sauna Corp in CN, 
wants a new coat (not fur). 

Chrissy from Look of Love Wig Co in Pis- 
cataway, CN, wants a Quartz Citizen 
Watch 

Edna, in her 80s from Provo, Utah, wants all 

‘her family home. 


presents... 
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To Ernie’s horror, and the ultimate disaster of all, 


Velma Eldridge, Campus Mail Director, 
wants a new coat (not fur). 

Sharon the Econ Dept. Secretary wants a 
rocking chair. 

Jenny, a junior from NC, wants a new busi- 
Ness suit. 

Julie, who was found in the BYU Biochem- 
istry Stockroom, says she’s Jewish and 
doesn’t want anything. 

DiAnn, from Provo, wants software for her 
new computer. 

Juliana, a junior from Canada, wants unlim- 
ited mileage on air. 

Heather, a freshman from Kalamazoo, MI, 
wants a round trip to England. 

Denise, a junior from Idaho, wants a Honda 
Accord. 

Jennifer, a senior from Alaska, wants a Male- 
nute 

Kellie, a sophomore from Colorado Springs, 
Co, want a new house (orange). 

Barbara, from Churchill Downs in Louisville 
Kentucky, wants peace in the world. 

The University Police Dispatcher declined to 
comment. 

Lori, the manager at Kinko’s, wants to go 
home to San Luis Obispo, CA. 

Dr. Frank wants a new suit every day of the 
year. 

Jason, from the ZCMI x-mas wrapping de- 
partment in Cottonwood Mall, wants a 
12 gauge, Ithaca pump shotgun and 
radar detector. 

A baby in the William Shakespeare writing 
lab wants a grizzly bear. 

Rick, a Wilky Custodian, wants the baby to 
be born before Jan. 1 or after finals. 

Hugh Nibley wants a Stutz-Bearcat Hubcap. 


The Other Side of Food 


Tommy's Chiliburger with the works 


oe (including aes. ‘A pet rock, . 


ae Bowl tickets, Lincoln logs eeoy 


Harts 46 OZ. refillable mug. 


100 North 
400 West 


PLUS a big order of fries PLUS a Large 20 oz. drink: 


$ 2 . 2 5 tax included 


one more elephant tried to squeeze on. 
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By GARY LARSON 
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Survey 


The Best and Worst of 


Christmas 


1. What was the best present you ever re- 
ceived? 

—a huge bean bag chair I got to sit on to 
open the rest of my presents 

—moonboots 

—-plane tickets to Aculpolco 

—ceramic piggy bank 

—a great big, fluffy, squishy teddy bear 

—electric race car I could ride around 
the house on 

—G.I. Joe aircraft carrier 

—my violin 

—ten-toe socks—I have webbed toes! 

—can’t say it 


3. Where was the worst place you ever 

spent Christmas? 
- —Pakistan: no snow, no pine trees, no 

Christmas, no Santa, only monsoons 

—at grandma’s 

—in my basement 

—wmost of the answers were names... . 
New York, Florida... It seems that everyone 
agrees with the song “There's No Place like 
Home for the Holidays.” 


4. What was the worst or best decoration 
you ever had on your tree? 
Best: 
—a little egg-carton bell I made in 2nd 
grade 
~ —popcorn strands 
—tinfoil star I made 
--—a blinking Santa 


Worst: 
—icicles—fake ones 
—one year my cat got locked inside and 
did her duty on a lower branch 


15% off all Hair services 
with this coupon 
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—an old Santa that is so wom and ripped 
the dog wouldn’t chew on it anymore 

—a tie 

—the ornaments my blind sister used to 
make in school : 


5. What's the dumbest tradition your 
family has? 

—not opening any presents on Christ- 
mas Eve 

—Opening one present on Christmas 
Eve 

—We can’t go into the living room until 
dad drinks his orange juice 

—having a talent show 

—-playing Scrabble on Christmas Eve 

—Buming all the used wrapping paper 
in the fire on Christmas Day and boiling to 
death—I live in Mesa, Arizona 

—Christmas caroling to close friends by 
mouthing the words to the Hallelujah chorus 
while the box we’re hiding behind us plays 
the read thing 

—going to another church’s midnight 
mass 

—we don’t have any dumb ones 

—I like them all 


6. How many times have you been 
carolling in an old folks home? 
Most of the answers were much like 
these two; 
—ots and lots 
—many 


7. Have you ever set out cookies for 
Santa? 

— yes, and he ate them! 

—One student once put deer pellets on 
his roof so the reindeer would feel at home. 
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is Commie from page 3 
utilities, and maintenance costs. The way I 
__ See it, your profit margin has got to be pretty 
_ darn slim, Where does it all come from?” 
SC: “And just what makes you think that 


_ I work according to your system of econom- 


__ ics, you capitalist swine?” 

EN: “Hunnh?” 

SC: “Haven’t you ever thought about it, 
you brainless little brat? Do you honestly... 
think that my workshop’s being so close to 
_ the Soviet border is a coincidence? Have you 
never considered that although a spreading of 
the wealth such as what happens at Christmas 
makes no sense in a capitalist economy, it 
works beautifully under communism?” (At 
this point, he ripped off his hat, revealing a 
_ purplish discoloration on the top of his bald- 
ing head. The beard came off as well.) 

EN: “GORBACHEV!!!” 

SC: “Yes, it comes with the job. The 
Soviet premier also always gets to be Santa 
Claus.” 

EN: “But I always thought that Santa 
Claus was some sort of immortal elf or some- 
thing...” 

“SC: “Don’t be a twit. Have you ever 
heard of the word “propaganda?” 

EN: “Good enough. But tell me, why do 
you do it? And how?” 


SC: “Why we do it...that’s simple 
enough. Giving kids something for nothing 
is our most effective tool for indoctrinating 
them with our communist ideology. Getting 
presents like this gives them the impression 


_ that spreading the wealth will help them get 


lots of neat stuff. We don’t hit them with the 
part about having to give their total income to 
the government until they are old enough to 
start paying taxes. You see, the I.R.S. is run 
by the KGB as well. 

EN: “I suspectedas much. Butcontinue, 
please. How do you make all of these toys?” 

SC: “Well, itall comes downto this. Our 
defense program isa hoax. Allof the missiles 
and bombs we tell you we have are bogus. 
Our soldiers are nothing more than Santa’s 
Helpers. An average boy scout troop could 
storm Russia and take it over with little 
trouble. Our “bombers” are used strictly for 
the transportation of toys. 

Of course, having this new and star- 
tling information, I immediately did my best 
to inform the White House of this evil plot. 
Unfortunately, President Reagan was 
unavailable for comment. Mrs. Reagan, 
however, did remark, “I suppose that ex- 
plains why he didn’t get that ‘Masters of the 
Universe’ kit last year.” 
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Any size Double Pizza. Coupon not valid with 
any other offer. One coupon per pizza. 
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Our Menu Is Very Simple 


8 Slices : 2 Slices dices {> Slices 


Cheese $5.00 $8.00 Double Cheese $8.00 $11.00 
1-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double i1-ltem. $8.00 $11.00 
2-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double 2-Item $8.00 $11.00 
3-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double 3-Item $8.00 $11.00 
4-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double 4-Item $8.00 $11.00 
5-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double 5-Item $8.00 $11.00 
6-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double 6-Item $8.00 $11.00 
7-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double /7-Item $8.00 $11.00 
8-Item $5.00 $8.00 Double 8-item $8.00 $11.00 


Choose From These 8 Fresh Toppings 


Pepperoni Canadian Bacon Sausage 
Olives Mushrooms Pinapple 
Onions Green Peppers 


446 N. 200 W. Provo Open 4- 12:13 Delivery $1 


UNIVERSITY HONORS PROGRAM 


Modules in Literature and the Arts 
Winter 1988 


First Series: 


Tuesday, January 12, 19, 26, and February 2 
Marilyn Arnold on 
Herman Melville's Billy Budd 


241 MSRB 


Wednesday, January 13, 20, 27, and February 3 211 MSRB 


Mark Johnson on 
Architecture in Greece and Rome 
Thursday, January 14, 21, 28, and February 4 241 MSRB 
Donna Lee Bowen on 
The Koran 


Second Series: 


Tuesday, February 9, 16, 23, and March 1 
John Tanner on 
John Milton's Paradise Lost 


241 MSRB 


Wednesday, February 10, 17, 24, and March 2 211 MSRB 


Michael Hicks on 
The Second Viennese Classic School: The Music of 
Schoenberg, Berg, and Webern 
Thursday, February 11, 18, 25, and March 3 241 MSRB 
Harold L. Miller, Jr. on 
Freud's The Interpretation of Dreams and Civilization 
and Its Discontents 


Third Series: 


Tuesday, March 8, 15, 22, and 29 
Madison Sowell on 
Dante's Divine Comedy 


241 MSRB 


Wednesday, March 9, 16, 23, and 30 211 MSRS 


Steven Johnson on 
Fin-de-siécle Vienna: The Music of Brahms and Mahler 
Thursday, March 10, 17, 24, and 31 241 MSRB 
K. Codell Carter on 
Charles Darwin's Origin of Species 
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RISTMAS EDITORIALS 


December 2, 1987 


On Perpetuating The Santa Myth 


I know there are many people who will 
consider me a heretic for voicing opposition 
to the well known and greatly loved legend of 
Santa Claus, but I find that the more I exam- 
ine this myth, the more distasteful perpetuat- 
ing it becomes to me. 

It’s hard to put my finger on exactly 
when I first suspected there was no Santa, but 
I do remember having some problems with 
the existence of Santa when I was six years 
old. It was the year I received the coveted 
Baby Tender-love (who cried, wet, and even 
spoke a few words when you pulled her 
string) from Santa. I guess my parents had 
been in a hurry to get the gifts under the tree 
and had missed a few details, because there 
was a toy Cradle next to the fireplace, just the 
right size for Baby Tender-love without a 
from/to tag. “It must be for me,” I thought to 
myself with a gleam in my eye. I asked my 
parents aboutit. They said, “Oh, uh, that’s uh 
to you from uh Santa, yeah, Santa.” 

I wondered how they knew it was for me 
from Santa if there was no label on it. I then 
realized that the fruit in our stockings was 
exactly the same kind that Mom had ordered 
from the bulk food co-op. Did Santa belong 
to the same food co-op as Mom? All of a 
sudden I realized that a lot of things just 
didn’t make sense, such as the fact that Santa 
used the same wrapping paper as Mom and 
Dad, but he didn’t use that wrapping paper at 
anyone else’s house. And he could never 
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prayer!” 

Eventually, the child finds out from — 
older siblings or neighbors (or just figures it 
out, if he’s smart enough) that there is no 
Santa. The child thinks “Hey, I’ve been — 
~ writing letters to this guy for years, and he — 
doesn’t even exist. It was just a big lie my 
parents have been telling me. I guessI 
shouldn’t have believed Mom and Dad; after _ 
all, I never did actually see Santacome down — 
the chimney.” Then the child gets to think- — 
ing, “Hey, if Santa was just a big lie, what — 
other lies have my parents been telling me? — 
How old will I be when I find out that Heav- — 
enly Father, whom I’ve been praying to for — 
years at the instruction of my parents, isn’t 
really there?” 

I don’t mean to trivialize the sacred faith _ 
we put in our Heavenly Father. I also realize % 
that most God-fearing parents aremuchmore 
serious about instilling a beliefinGodintheir — 
children than they are about convincing them _ 
that Santa lives, which is bound to make a 
difference in how a child’s faith in each 
develops. But this scenario does illustratean 
important point; besides being wrong initself — 
as an untruth, perpetuating the Santa Myth — 
can foster a feeling of distrust in children. _ 

Let’s say we decide that it’s okay toliea_ = 
little to our children. Well, there are still 
inherent problems in the nature of the Santa 
Myth. It’s important to teach children that — 


have fit down that small chimney of ours. 
How could I have been so blind? I was kind 
of disappointed and maybe a little hurt. 
Although I was the youngest of seven 
children, I was afraid to confront my parents 
or siblings with my enlightenment. Would 
they be upset with me for not believing them? 
It was arisk I was just not prepared to take as 
a six year old. So I went on letting them 
believe that I still believed, which I thought 
gave them a good deal of satisfaction. I don’t 
think my parents tried very hard to convince 
me of the existence of Santa; maybe they 


tealized, as I do now, the harmful effects 
(which are numerous) of perpetuating the 
Santa Myth. 

Most of us value honesty and will want 
to teach our children to be honest. So, here’s 
the first obvious problem with the Santa 
Myth—it’s a big, fatlie! Friends of the Santa 
Myth claim that it teaches children to have 
faith in things they can’t see. I agree that it’s 
great to teach children to have faith, but we 
ought to teach them to put their faith in things 
they can’t see that are really there. 


Here’sa possible scenario thatillustrates 


the danger in the perpetuation of this myth. 
Every Christmas a child’s parents have him 
write Santa, whom he has never really seen, 
asking him for toys, or whatever. Of course 
on Christmas morning, something the child 
mentions in his letter to Santa is under the 
tree, with a note that says “from Santa.” The 
child thinks “Great! He got my letter.” 
Similarly, the child’s parents teach him to 
pray to his Father in Heaven, someone whom, 
like Santa, he has never seen. The child’s 
prayers are answered in some way or another, 
and he says to himself “Great! He heard my 


there are rewards for living righteous lives, — 
but this myth falsely teaches children thatif 
we are good, we will necessarily berewarded 
materially. Parents frequently tell their chil- 
dren that if they’re not good, Santa won’t 
bring them what they want for Christmas. _ 
Certainly we are sometimes blessed materi- — 
ally; we are told this by the Lord concerning _ 
tithing through scriptures, as well as proph- 
ets. I’ve been blessed in this manner many 
times myself. But that is just one way in — 


Reflections On A 20th Century Thanksgiving ~ 


At the Thanksgiving table, my conscience told me to 
make a mental list of the things I’m thankful for before 
gorging on a delicious, home-made meal. Of course, I was 
thankful for the pumpkin, pecan, lemon meringue and choco- 
late pies my sisters-in-law made, and I was thankful for the 
Puritans and Founding Fathers. But later I took a little more 
serious look around me and made my “thankful list” a little 
less traditional. I am grateful for my country’s heritage, 
values and traditions, but I’ve found a few things on my list 
that would probably make the Puritans and Constitutional 
Conventioneers roll in their graves: 

1) ’'m thankful I’m nota Cuban refugee. It seems they 
can’t go anywhere and get a break. Their own country treated 
them poorly and finally let them “escape” to the United States. 
Here, they found themselves locked up in federal penitentia- 
ries while the two nations quarreled over immigration laws 
and “people dumping.” Now, it appears the United States will 
be “dumping” these “unwanteds” back on Cuban soil. 

Harriet Beecher Stowe, a nineteenth century Puritan, 
faced a similar dilemma in America when some northerners 
wanted to ship the “lowly African slaves” back to Africa. 
Rather than dump “the problem” back where it came from, 
Stowe suggested treating the blacks with charity. She urged 
her readers to exercise Christian charity on these people and 
help them live better lives. The price of educating and feeding 
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the freed slaves would be high, but to Stowe, there was more 
at stake than practicality or economics; America’s moral fiber 
was at stake. 

Likewise, the price of absorbing the mentally retarded 
Cuban immigrants would be high and impractical. But many 
of the United State’s institutions—Justice, freedom, and equal 
treatment of all human beings, to name a few—need to be 
exercised always . Convenient or selective application of a 
nation’s values will erode these values. 

2) I’m thankful for publicity over the Aryan Nations. 
Without it, white Americans wouldn’t be aware of the deep- 
seated racism that still lingers in the hearts of some white 
Americans. The Founding Fathers and Puritans would proba- 
bly be alarmed by the existence of The Aryan Nations and its 
accompanying Church of Jesus Christ Christian, and they 
would probably call them abuses of free speech and freedom 
of religion. Awareness of these racist groups make us more 
compassionate and sympathetic to minorities. We watch 
news reports about their racial terrorism and cross burnings 
and think of minorities who are watching the same reports. 

3) I’m thankful BYU Football is no longer “#1.” I 
enjoy BYU football and believe it provides excellent enter- 
tainment on Saturday afternoons. I also believe it is an 
effective publicity tool for BYU and the Church. But “Cou- 
garmania” changed the face of BYU and further promoted a 


please see Santa on page 13 4 


non-academic image from which it already suffers. 3 
When athletics dominates a university’s focus and is the 
central force behind enthusiasm for the school, appreciation _ 
for other pursuits—music, art, academics—wanes. Benjamin 
Franklin would instruct us to plot a more well-rounded course 
to learning and entertainment. “7 

Now that BYU football is down in the polls, it takes its — 
rightful place as an integral and important part of BYU, butit 
doesn’t dominate or characterize BYU. The university must — 
push its other achievements for recognition as well, and this 
fosters work, study, and creativity in all fields of study. 

4) I’m thankful for Student Review. Ithas provideda 
refreshing alternative to extracurricular doldrums like 
ASBYU, and it has allowed me to meet creative, interesting 
people who are not Communists or heretics. Student Review 
never questions the doctrine of the LDS church, and it pro- 
vides an open forum for opinion of world events and events at 
BYU. 

This is my last semester at BYU andI will missediting the _ 
editorial pages of the Review. Fortunately, Student Review is — 
here to stay and it will outlive the mistakes or tastes of any one — 
editor. I’m thankful that I could contribute to an outstanding — 
student magazine like Student Review, and I’m also thankful — 
that ine BYU community has the foresight to support a 
publication of its kind. 4 
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LITERARY SUPPLEMENT 


The Plague of Pink Lace 


By Matthew K. McLean 


Kindergarten always seemed to be such 
a fun year in school. But there are also those 
incidents we would like to erase from the 
memory of our childhood. There just hap- 
pens to be one that I'd like to forget. The time 
the principal persuaded me to wear girl’s 
underwear home from school continues to 
haunt my years as a mature adult. 
The sun beamed brightly down upon us 
_ as we played in the school yard. The bell rang 
with a loud clamor, letting everyone know 
_Tecess was over. We raced in so.as not to be 
the last one into the classroom and thus be 
labelled with the soul-crushing title of “the 
rotten egg.” The usual procedure after run- 
__ ning back to the class was to get into line for 
the bathroom. I, having to chase a ball before 
making the mad dash for the building, ended 
up at the back of the line of bladder-filled 
boys. (Just as a note, I wasn’t the rotten egg. 
- There always seems to be a girl in every 
kindergarten class who hasn’t quite mastered 
the art of running. In our case, it was Cherie 
Kimball. She served as the “designated rot- 
ten egg.”) 

Being at the end of the line presented a 
certain dilemma that had the potential to 
_ shatter my life as a five-year-old; I had to go 

to the bathroom, and I could not wait. Shy as 
I was in my tender years, I didn’t dream of 
asking to go to the front, nor did I want to 
_ make a scene of it. Besides, taking cuts was 


- Poetry 


a grave offense against the social norms of 
“kindergartenhood.” So patiently I waited, 
though with every passing moment my 
circumstance grew more severe. I now felt 
my legs begin to walk in place as to somehow 
buy precious seconds in prolonging my abil- 
ity to “hold it.” I then realized the line 
stretched far too long, and my abdominal 
dexterity was far too weak for any hope of 
proper relief. My walking in place had now 


... Besides, they were white with red 
hearts dotting the fabric. The thin green 
stripe on the waistband I could live with, 

but the pink lacing on the rear was too 


much. 


developed into a sprint, while my hand found 
itself holding the area of great discomfort. 
My teacher, Miss Algio, recognized these 
gestures of emergency conditions and swiftly 
came to my aid. Ah, relief at last! Although 
the relief came three feet from the bathroom, 
it was warmly received. 

I stood in front of the principal’s desk too 
frightened to speak. Mr. Hazen tended to 
scare children, even though he didn’t mean 
to. It was the crewcut, along with his large 


The Marriage of Eyes and a Box 


sitting on the sofa 

he eternally commits his eyes 
to a marriage of dependence 
he needs the colors to survive 
he needs the images 

and the sounds 

it needs his patronage 

it needs his addiction 

and it forces him 

sitting on the sofa 

to eternally commit his eyes. 
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build and deep, scratchy voice that did most 
of the intimidating. 

“Had a little accident today, eh?” he 
asked, though notreally expecting an answer. 

I remained still. 

“Well, let’s see what we can do for you,” 
he said while shuffling through a big box in 
his closet. “Here we are,” he told himself 
while pulling out a pale green pair of trousers. 
“These ought to fit!” 

The pants seemed 
okay to me; I had worn 
worse. He handed 
them to me, but I still 
did not speak. While 
mumbling to himself, 
Mr. Hazen continued 
to sort through the box 
in search of some- 
thing, though I had no 
idea what it could be. 

“Hmm, let’s see now, there should be 
some in here.” He thought for a few seconds. 
“Hmm,” he said again. “Well, these will just 
have to do,” was his conclusion to his indeci- 
sion. 

My eyes suddenly burst to three times 
their normal size as he presented me a pair of 
girl's underwear with the expectation that I 
would actually consent to wearing them. It 
was a bad enough indignity to even be 
touched by a girl, much less wear one’s 


underwear. Besides, they were white with 
red hearts dotting the fabric. The thin green 
stripe on the waistband I could live with, but 
the pink lacing on the rear was too much. Ino 
longer found difficulty in speaking. In fact, 
the exclamation of “No!” came out rather 
suddenly. I had my pride! 

“Mr. Hazen, they’re girls underwear!” I 
protested. “What if one of the boys found 
out? What if the lace shows through? What 
if... ,” I pleaded trying to think of more 
reasons why it was simply out of the question 
to have me wear them. “Please don’t make 
me wear them,” I begged. “Please?” 

After nearly twenty minutes of persua- 
sion, I realized I had no other choice but to 
lowermy loyalty to boyhood everywhere and 
wear the blasphemous panties. 

“Are you sure no one will know?” I 
asked while wincing at the abominable stripe 
of pink lace. 

“Remember to bring them back tomor- 
row,” he added as I left his office. 

Though nobody ever found out about the 
episode with Mr. Hazen, I was still personally 
humiliated. How I brought myself to do it, 
I'll never know, but now that time has healed 
the wounds I learned that our perspectives as 
adults are quite different than those of achild. 
Priorities change and experiences that once 


_ seemed dreadful, now seem almost humor- 


ous ... except some. 


Washed and Flushed 


Sour but generous, our father drank water 


like wine, sipping, sniffing, and swallowing 

what seemed barely enough to wet the pipes; 

but at night he’d splash our turned-up faces, 

smiling pink from playing into the dusk, 

until there was water on our collars and on the floor. 
I had no idea that water could cure 

aman or be the difference 

between who stood tall and swollen and who sneered 


O joy! with contempt when forced to swim. — 
O rapture! I only knew that he was slow, unlaughing, 
es om that he hated ice cubes in his soup, that I was fat 
Othe divine! and slippery, always wet at the mouth, my palms 
O Bakersfield! cool and sticky after square dancing, and that rain 
i never lasted long enough for me 
Meee ra but brought sharp curses from his mouth. 
: The only way I saw our difference 
Michelle Taggart 5 our WRibe. 
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rn My Passage to India 


Namaste. AsI satin International Cinema 
and watched “A Passage to India,” my 
thoughts flashed back to the start of the year 
when I undertook my own real-life passage to 
India. 

Iremember a story told of a wise old Guru 
who took a cruise ship across the vast ocean. 
On the boat were people from all over the 
world. One day the waters were rough and the 
sea was choppy. On deck, a beautiful French 
lady was caressing her baby when inadver- 
tantly, the baby was jolted overboard. Others 
on board—Americans, Germans, and Italians 
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as well as the Guru—all 
heard the beautiful 
French lady scream in 
desperation. Within 
minutes the wise old 
Guru was seen jumping 
in the ocean and rescu- 
ing the baby, to the 
cheer of hundreds on 
board. That night the 
captain held a special 
dinner to honor the 
Guru. At the com- 
memorative toast the 
captain said, “What 
courage, what bravery, 
what love for his fellow- 
man! Never have I seen greater international 
brotherhood! You have been so quiet through 
all this excitement, please give us a few 
words.” Slowly the wise old Guru stood and 
with a twist of his flowing beard, queried, 
“WHO PUSHED?” 

Like those remarks of the captain, I heard 
similar remarks about going to India for my 
BYU management intemship. Was it the six 
shots and weekly malaria pills I had to take for 
the trip? Was it knowing I was the only Ameri- 
canon the plane? Maybe it was knowing I was 
the only LDS member out of twelve million 
people in Bombay? Or was it seeing a mob of 
moustached Indian men, and they knowing I 
had enough money hidden to feed a family of 
four for six months? 

A line in “A Passage to India” came to 
mind as I tried to sum up my three- month ex- 
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perience. At 
apointin the 
movie the 
mother says 
that India 
makes you 
come toare- 
alization of 
yourself. 
Early one 
morning I 
was going to 
the factory 
in India 
where I 
worked. As 
I tried to 
catch a second bus an Indian man and I jock- 
eyed to geton. Witha swift elbow to the shoul- 
der, he knocked me down. I hung on with one 
hand to the window pane and made it to the 
first step where some shoving took place. 
Being a bit forceful (by throwing a few elbows 
of my own), I made it back up to the aisle. By 
now I was not only frustrated but also furious. 
This dirty and rugged Indian tumed and cussed 
me out (I imagine) in Hindi, Marathi or some 
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other state language. As the whole bus indead _ 
silence tumed, I stood sang-froid unable to 


communicate a word (though mentally a thou- 
sand words and actions crossed my mind). So 


with a stern stare, (as he continued to shout) I 
felt he couldn’t leave with impunity. Tomy 


relief, the conductor came down the aisle. I 
motioned to him my 2 rupees for fare. Sud- 
denly the Indian man pushed my hand down. 
To my surprise he paid for my fare. Guilt and 
humiliation filled my soul. 


I’ve thought about that experience many — 


times since and have come to the realization 
that the Indian man puts his pants on the same 
way I do, that he hasa loving family who cares, 
that he has to work to make a living, and that 
he experiences many of the same joys, tears 
and happiness thatI do. There is an old Hindu 


saying: “Help thy brother’s boat across the — 


stream, and lo! Thine own has reached the 
shore.” India has changed my attitude on life 


immensely. I don’t know who pushed, but I’m 


; 
: 


glad I didn’t miss the boat...or that bus. 
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Peter is lying on his bed thinking. Sud- 
denly Peter begins to shrink! Faster and 
| faster, smaller and smaller, he becomes! The 
size of a ball, now a grape, a B.B., smaller 
than a flea. Peter becomes so small that he 
slips between the fibers of his blanket and 


darkness of his mattress! 
| There he lands with an indis- 
| cernible plunk on the wooden 
| mattress frame. 

| Dazed, Peter looks 
| around. He is knee-deep in 
Pieces of dust the size of bas- 


| against his legs making it dif- 
| ficult for Peter to stand. The 
| texture of the board he stands 
‘on is like small hills. High 


massive winding coils of the 
| mattress reaching up and out 
of sight. They are hundreds of 
‘feet thick and higher than 
| mountains to the tiny Peter. 

| He begins to wade 
_ through the dust, climbing the 
wooden hills. He knows that 
if he can reach the mattress 


“side, he can slip through the 
| weave and float to the floor below. As he 
| wall ahead in the distance. Peter bravely 
PE to plod towards... 
“Yes Mom?” 
~ “Come and help in the kitchen!” 
Peter gets up from the bed and starts 
vard the kitchen. He feet are heavy as lead; 
effort. He begins to drag his lead feet, 
_ pulling forward with his arms. Without 
ned to the floor by hisown limbs! The rest 
his body begins to turn also... 
: help me!” 
“Yes Mom.” 


reaches the top of a hill he can see the cloth 
| “PETER!” 
' “Okay.” 
can barely move them. He collapses with 
warning his hands turn to lead also! He is 
“Peter! Get off that floor and get in here 
“Here, stir this cake batter 100 times and 


very carefully, as to not splash a drop on him. 
€ speck would eat a hole through his arm. 


| Sheets and plummets into the Sle 


etballs. They roll and bump ‘= BS 
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his arm! Acid sprays onto his hand, burning 
red hoton his flesh. He involuntarily jerks his 
arm away, overturning the bow! of acid onto 
his chest! Peter falls to the floor screaming as 
the acid burns through his body! White hot 
pain envelopes his thrashing body... 
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“PETER! WHAT HAVE YOU 
DONE!! GET TO YOUR ROOM AND 
STAY!” 


Prince Peter has been banished to the 
castle dungeon by his evil Queen-step 
mother. The burly guards take his arms but he 
shrugs them-off. He considers fighting his 
way free butrealizes that 30 armed guards are 
a few too many. He resigns himself to his 
cursed fate ina damp dungeon cell. Roughly 
the guards shove him into his jail cell, laugh- 
ing at the prince’s fate. He glares at them for 
a few seconds through the door slot and then 
looks about his cell. Itisold and damp and the 
ancient walls are rotting and crumbling. The 
ever resourceful Prince Peter realizes he can 
escape. Using his broken water bowl he 
begins to dig at a rancid wall. Hunks of 
decayed stone fall as he works. Dust whirls 
around his sweaty brow as he feverishly 
works, the hole growing by the minute. 
What’s that? A glimmer of light! Peter has 
reached the outside castle wall! He is free... 

“Peter, your mother asked me to come in 
and talk to you about...PETER! WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING TO THAT WALL!! GET 


800 S. University 
374-8881 


AWAY FROM THERE!” 

“Sorry Dad” 

“SORRY! YOU’VE TORN A THREE 
FOOT HOLE IN YOUR BEDROOM 
WALL! HOW ARE WE GOING TO FIX 
THAT? YOU KNOW THEXE THIXNGS 
CXXT MXXONXOX XXX 
X XXXXX...” 

Peter the Gallant bravely 
faces the screaming troll. The 
troll advances, grabbing his 
arm and dragging him down 
the stairs. 

“YOUR MOTHER 
AND I ARE GOING TO 
HAVE A LITTLE TALK 
WITH YOU!” 

“DAD YOU’RE 
BREAKING MY ARM!” 

“SIT HERE. HONEY, 
COME IN HERE. WE’RE 
GOING TO TALK WITH 
PETER.” 

“Coming dear.” 

“Peter, your mother and I 
know you like to pretend and 
that’s okay. But when you get 
out of control and destroy 
things we have to draw a line. 
; Do you understand?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Good, then tell us where the money is 
hidden” the cruel gangster sneered at Peter. 
The blinding light burned Peter’s eyes but he 
didn’t answer. Louis the Knife had captured 
him and brought him here to find out where 


374-9272 
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hE The Secret Life of Peter 


the bank job money was; but Peter wasn’t 
talking. Two of Louis’ thugs came over to 
where Peter was sitting under the light to 
rough him up some more. 

“So as punishment for Mom’s cake and 
the wall, we want you to split some firewood 
and stack it next to the house. Okay?” 

“Okay Dad.” 

“And try not to pretend so much.” 

“Yes Dad.” 

Peter picks up the case of nitro-glycerin 
to move it from the truck to the lab. One false 
move will blow him and the lab sky high... 
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ARMS 


In a waiting room I read, HARMONY ! Walkman 
While untumed pages : ee 
Of glamorous photos 
Flooded cold tables 

Where patients lingered. 
The nurse asked me to strip 
Before leaving me alone. 


_ Sparrows chirping a greetin 
The plink of rain on the eav 


a hot night, a new room 


driving all night she came home 

to the heater on full blast. 

his body was stretched over the top of the couch 
with his head dug in between two cushions. 

his broad back was smeared with 

the color of the room he’d been painting. 


Restocked, she soon returned 
With reinforcements: bullets 
And alcohol. The doctor cried, 
“Let’s cut it off. It'll spread 
Like ash on a seaside grave.” 

I began to break out 

In a furious sweat. 


a hot night, a new room, she thought ; er 


After his sting. [felt nothing that wasn’t his denim shirt he was wearing. 4 


hac aa a fluid: dropping her keys and her purse she went over to him. : 
A scar now mocks a SES EES “Merry Christmas, Mark,” she said, kneeling, 
The absence of carnage. putting her hand on his back, 
Broken treaties divulge her hair draping over his neck. 
Malignant secrets. 
Timothy Liu she remembered once she came home y, 


' pine abet reir nee 4 
another time as lying on c wall, ‘ Ne 

GIANT GUITAR SALE : with a trowel in his hand scraps of dried mortar in his hair, ; 

caked on his eyebrows. : ; 


but this was the last time she would come for the holidays. 
she knew the new room was hers, 

the ornaments on the tree bore her initials, 

. the shirt was borrowed, 

Taylor, Yamaha and used Martins "and, relentlessly, that his sleep would last forever. 

she unbuttoned her collar. 


Provo's Folk Music Center 


smoothing her dress she went into the kitchen, to cook. 
wreaths were hung everywhere 

and the sink smelled like eggnog. 

he had taken tinsel and glued thick strands 

on the window to spell, “Welcome home.” 
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“Oh my God! It’s from Connie! She’s “That's a lie, Morty! ... Mom says you might have 
writien me a ‘John deer’ letter!” got the brains in the family, but /.got the looks!” 


Scene from “Never Cry Cow” 


Allright, that does it. Where’s my shot gun? I want to go 
owntown and shoot all the Christmas decorations down so we 
*t have to look at them until at least after Thanksgiving! 
Vhy does everyone insist on putting up Christmas decorations 

; soon as midterms are over? 

I suppose merchants think that the decorations will instill 
eople with that Christmas spirit that loosens the hold on the 
Het. All those lovely Christmas dollars will flow in over a 
mnger period of time and the revenues will increase geometri- 
cally. Well, frankly, once you have gotten someone a present, 
’s that unless you return the first one. I mean, shopping 
n October 1 to December 24 will not increase the number 
ents I buy nor my budget. Rather, it decreases the budget 
se I buy little Christmas presents for myself the longer I 
So there goes that little theory. 

ybe the merchants and cities put up decorations be- 
they think it will increase everyone’s goodwill and will 
the crime rate and increase charitable contributions. 
ally, for me, it has just the opposite effect. Not only do I 
e and groan about the early appearance of the decorations, 
Iso by the time Christmas comes around, I am ready to tear 
¢ decorations down myself, which would only increase the 
ise to the merchants and the city. 
ven apartment complexes are getting into this strange 
enon. I went by Branbury Park the other day (in 
nber) and I saw big foil doves hanging on the lamp posts 
5 erain. Did this cheermeup? No. Limp foil doves dripping 
vater are not balm to the soul. Try again. The thing is, 
could an apartment complex have to gain by putting up 
as decorations early? There are no pre-Christmas sales 
ent, so I can’t see any monetary motivation. And I really 
doubt that a soggy dove will bring the rent in earlier or 
tenants take better care of their apartments. 


_ American Ignorance? 
Editor: 


_ It was interesting to see an interview 


P.O. Box 7092 


I thought I was going to puke! I had 
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by Kara Wald 


Ican’teven buy a plain white T-shirt or sweatshirt ora pair 
of white socks because all the stock is taken over by novelty 
Christmas items. There is no food, clothing, paper product, or 
desk top that is left sacred from all the Christmas folderol in 
November. I suppose people think they are being humbuggy 
if they don’t cover their own places or work or living quarters 
as soon as the mall puts up the Santa Claus hut with the 
cheerleader elves (why do you think daddy wants to take the 
kids to see Santy?). 

“You Scrooge!” you say, “What about all the een 


CHRISTA! 
OP AISLE 10 
ek GREAT 


LOA Lips 


SR Art by Julle Stonebraker 
istmas carols and concerts and cheery redand green?” Bah, 
humbug. My roommate is already playing Muzak Christmas 
carols on the stereo. It’s being piped into my dentist’s office 
and throughout the department stores everywhere. It’s not that 
I don’t like Christmas carols. I sing in the choir so I can 
participate in the Christmas programs. However, when I hear 
Bing singing about chestnuts roasting on an open fire and 


Santa from page 8 


Geneva Blues 
life. 


which we receive blessings. We won’ tre- 
ceive the fruits of many of our blessings in this 


I know many people who are living very 
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Prevent Christmas Overkill: Boycott Early Observance 


building snowmen with a warm companion and I have to study 
for a finance class (sans mate), I get a little testy. I can’t enjoy 
any of this wonderful Christmas cheer until my tests are over. 
And by the time my tests are over, so is most of the Christmas 
season. And you wonder why I don’t like to be reminded about 
this all the time? 

I say, be a humbug. Let’s keep Christmas in its proper 
place. The whole month of December is plenty of time to get 
one’s fill of all the Christmas Crush. If necessary, boycott 
stores that put up their decorations after Halloween. Say, 
“Since this looks like Christmas, I’d better not come back until 
December.” That would hit them where they live, in the cash 
register. 

The thing that really bugs me the most is that all these 
places that put up decorations aren’t doing it out of the good- 
hess of their hearts, the depth of their Christmas spirit, or 
anything even close. They do it so they can get the consumer 
to spend more money. They do it to get you thinking of buying 
Christmas presents. They do it to get you to spend money. Now 
personally, I love to buy Christmas presents, but I resent it 
when people want to subliminally coerce me to buy earlier or 
more than I had intended. I wish to have my own Christmas 
spirit my own way and in my own good time. Their plastic, 
light-up Rudolphs that bark at you as you walk down the mall, 
the crass commercials on TV that tell me if I loved my man I'd 
give him “Iron” cologne (UGH!), the mailers that have plastic 
snow in the envelopes do not get me in the mood earlier than I 
want to be. They just make me mad. 

There can be too much of a good thing. Christmas is a 
good thing; it is fun and only comes once a year. Things that 
only come once a year but that last for half the year are too 
much. Let’s leave Christmas for December. 


mas observance is that it may increase the 
difficulty of teaching children to understand 
the purpose of our Christmas celebration: to 
honor our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. Al- 


a Russian in Student Review. Mr. Ser- 
cov seems like a nice guy. He has a nice 
tile, he is mild mannered, and he says, “So 
first thing that I would like to say is that 
eee and I want to be friends with 
icans.” Friendly indeed. 
What disturbs me is his use of the word 
e.” Serdukov says that he was 
ly surprised by the ignorance of Ameri- 
towards the Soviet Union. And, Rus- 
know much more about America than 
know about Russia. Just because the 
American student is unaware of the 
Georgia doesn’t mean he is ignorant. 
body knows that Europeans (and I 
ussians too) learn much more about 
an we do about them. But are we really 
mnorant? 
in his address at the Kennedy Center, 
fr. Serdukov stated that ignorance leads to 
t which leads to hostility. When was 
ast time TASS used that philosophy? 
Pravda prints criticism now like never 
fore. Butit’s official criticism. Students in 
Soviet Union learn much more about us 
in we do about them. But their education 
| Scontrolled by the state. A little biased. An 
| American can pick up the Washington Post 
id learn more truth in one day. And if he 
2sn’t believe what he reads, he can find 
other publication. Freedom of the press. 
udent Review couldn’t survive without it. 
“It’s nice to see that Glasnost has given 
r. Serdukov the opportunity to visit us. He 
he wants to educate people to overcome 
ance and distrust. Why doesn’t he start 


come back to Provo for the weekend from 
Santa Barbara. I thought, ““Here’s a good 
Opportunity to get back to that clean crisp 
mountain air.” But the air wasn’t clean. It 
wasn’tcrisp. It was thick. Man-sized thick. 
Alphabet soup, with the letters G-E-N-E-V- 
A strung together init. The air was undulat- 
ing—treverberating Hendrix’ “Purple 
Haze.” The purple haze was yellow. Steel 
girders were condensing and falling out of 
the sky. Small birds beached on the shoul- 
der of I-15, their feather covered in brillo 
pads. 

This winter, seabirds in Santa Barbara 
had their feathers saved from potential oil 
slicks when ARCO was denied permission 
for more offshore drilling as a result of stu- 
dent and community activism. 

Why don’t you Provoans care enough 
about the air to protest Geneva’s blatant dis- 
regard for air quality. Are jobs more impor- 
tant than air? It’ peter eee oatan 
a dead lion. 


Richard Davis 


Editor's Note—Last week, a "stage one” 
smog alert was issued for the Provo-Orem 
area. Elderly people and people who . 
suffer respiratory problems were warned 
to refrain from excersing and were urged 
to remain indoors. 


righteous lives, but who struggle to make ends 
meet. Just look at Job. He’s a prime example 
of a man who led an exemplary life, but who 
did not prosper materially. A high councilman 
related an experience to my ward that he had in 
the ten-year-old Sunday School class he 
taught. He asked how many of them thought 
that living a righteous life resulted in material 
wealth. Every one of the children replied in 
the affirmative! When 
we examine the nature 
of the Santa Myth, it’s 
no wonder that the 
children believed as 
they did. 

If the myth is ex- 
amined one level fur- 
ther, more problems 
surface. Assume the 
child believes his par- 
ents (as most children 
seem to) when they say 


little boys nice things 
for Christmas, but that 
bad little boys don’t 
get what they want. What happens on Christ- 
mas morning when the underprivileged 
family’s child—who knows he has been 
good—compares his gifts with Johnny down 
the street, who is a terror to his wealthy par- 
ents? It’s not always the good little kids who 
get the best presents for Christmas. Some kids 
who do all they can to be good may get very 
little for Christmas. This situation must be 
pretty confusing to children. 

Lastly, another basic problem in making 
Saint Nick such an integral part of our Christ- 


Although I agree Santa 
is a giving character, 
giving him center stage 
during much of the 
holiday makes likely the 
failure to emphasize 
that Santa brings good Christ as the real hero of 

the holiday. 


though I agree that Santa is generally a nice, 
giving character, with a healthy concern for 
justice, giving him center stage during much of 
the holiday makes likely the failure to empha- 
size Christ as the real hero of the holiday. 
When children are asked “Who do you think of 
when you think of Christmas,” many, if not 
most, of them will heartily answer “Santa 
Claus!” What a tragedy. 

When discussing 
my feelings about the - 
Santa Myth with 
friends, they usually 
reply, “Fine. So what 
I am I supposed to do 
with my kids?” I’m 
not sure, but I do have 
some ideas of how I 
will attack the prob- 
lem when I have chil- 
dren. I will probably 
explain the legendary 
Saint Nicholas and 
tell them that getting 
gifts from Santa is just 
a kind of game we 
play. I think my children will have great fun 
using their imaginations. Although I realize 
that it is difficult to control everything (or 
anything) children say, I will try to convince 
my children not to expose Santa’s fraud to the 
other neighborhood kids; they may meet with 
negative reactions from other children and, 
worse, other children’s parents. I will also 
make a point of explaining to my children why 
I think the Santa Myth is bad, as I have done 
here. After all, that’s why I won’t participate 
in it. 
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Love from page 2 


ourselves. 
Loving others 

Love is probably most effective when 
applied within our primary groups of family 
and close friends. However, we must be 
‘careful of our motives when we serve others, 
especially those close to us. When we serve 
others, we often are doing it simply to obli- 
gate others to reciprocate so that we might be 
gratified. This is what I would call “tit-for-tat 
loving” or “quid pro quo caring.” This oxy- 
moronic selfish service is definitely not love. 
Loving acts should be for the purpose of 
helping others to grow. Other acts, even if 
they are serving, are not loving. 

I realize that the injunction, “be loving,” 
is sometimes more than vague. I believe that 
one of the most powerful and thorough acts of 
love is attention—active listening. Real lis- 
tening is hard work, yet there are few acts that 
demonstrate greater concem or love. 

Real love, or active works of service and 
attention for the purpose of nurturing growth, 
is the most gratifying and fulfilling of all 
actions. Loving relationships are our purpose 
for living. Those who do not love are robbed 
of the greatest of gifts. Furthermore, when 
people do not love, humanity suffers its 
greatest loss. 

Loving everyone 

As humans we are (usually) highly ra- 
tional creatures, and, as such, we are great 
rationalizers. We rationalize working for 
multi-national corporations which rape the 
Third World by claiming that we can do great 
good for our family with our six-figured 
salaries. We rationalize being overpriced 
defense attorneys by claiming that the system 
demands that lawbreakers are entitled to full 
protection under law, even if it means acquit- 
tal of the guilty. We rationalize charging 
exorbitant medical fees of those who cannot 
afford them by pointing to the public good 
that we provide with our medical skills. 

Not to be misunderstood, I think busi- 
nessmen, lawyers, and doctors are necessary 
and mostly good. I, myself, am planning on 
law school. However, I do think we often 
find easy excuses for the questionably ethical 
and moral. In materialistic and self- 
opressing oblation, we sacrifice our greatest 


gifts—love and humanity—to the pseudo- 


gods of power, wealth and fame. 

I am upset that more of us are not pursu- 
ing public service careers and goals. I want to 
see us—as Mormons, Christians, and hu- 
mans—actively loving and serving others. 
Loving should not simply be a hobby, but 
should be our mode of living, our focus, and 
our prime source of fulfillment. 

However, I am encouraged when I see 
students serving breakfast to the homeless, 
visiting convalescent homes, and caring for 
the handicapped. These things are beautiful, 
but not enough of us do enough of them often 
enough. We should be searching for oppor- 
tunities to love and serve our fellow women 
and men. We must learn to love and cooper- 
ate, or our species’ survival is in jeopardy. 

Somehow I hope we can apply the work 
of love always, instead of just during Christ- 
mastime. Then, we will not only be spreading 
eae nes cheer, but true Christianity and 

ove. 


We must learn to love 

and cooperate, or our 

species’ survival is in 
jeopardy. 
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by Elaine Aamodt 


__ When you’re a child, Christ- ~ 
_ masis magic. Tinsel and lights and 
_tibbons and bows seem to appear 
from nowhere, transforming the 
whole world into a magical land of 
Cockaigne. Dreams come true, and 
reams will always come true. 
hat child can doubt that as she — 
front of a sparkling tree or 
hes Christmas shoppers bustle 
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Traditional Christmas Confections 


by in their finery under the gently 
falling snow? But somehow a 
tragic thing has happened since- 
those days. We woke up one winter 
moming to find that we had be- 
come those busy shoppers, those 
shoppers who go about the duties 
_ Of the season with as much love and 
care as an immigrations officer 
greeting a shipload of refugees. 
One by one our dreams have faded 
until the practical demands of eve- 
ryday life have smothered our 
imaginations and left us “red in 


wy Uriversty 37 


NEW LOLS 


tooth and claw,” struggling to sur- 
vive. 

But it doesn’t have to be this 
way. At Christmas, time can stand 
still, and we can relive those pleas- 
ant, hopeful days of childhood. We 
can do this by appealing to the 
consistency of tradition—that 
great link with the rest of humanity 
that makes past, present, and future 
all become one. Fleeting though 
the season may be, for a few days 
we can stop the world and unite 
with all of the Christmases that 


have ever been and all the Christ- 
mases that ever will come. 

One of my favorite Christmas 
traditions is food. Here are some of | 
my favorite Christmas desserts that 
each year not only bring back fond 
memories and hope, but are also 
delicious and cause my friends to 
shower me with verbal laurels. 
These dishes can become a tradi- 
tion for you too. 


Rice Pudding 


-1C. rice 
2 C. water 
2C. milk 
1 t. vanilla 
1/2 C. sugar 


Boil water and rice, then simmer 
slowly, letting rice get puffy. Add 
milk. Let become thick. Add 
vanilla and sugar and, of course, 
stir. 


Rice Custard Tarts 


crust for 3 9-inch pies or 
18 3-inch tart shells 

1/2 C, uncooked rice 

1/2 C. water 

2C. milk 

1/2 C. whipping cream 

3 T. sugar 

3/4 t. cinnamon 

3/4 t. nutmeg 


dash of salt 
2 beaten eggs 
1 C. raisins 


Line eighteen 2 and 1/2 inch muffin 
cups with pastry dough. Prick 
thoroughly with fork. Chill about 
30 minutes. Bake at 400 F. for 10 
to 12 minutes or until golden 
brown. In medium saucepan, 
combine rice and water. Bring to 
boil. Add milk, whipping cream, 
sugar, spices, and salt. Reduce heat 
to medium. Simmer, covered, 
about 30 minutes, or until rice is 
soft. Stir in eggs and raisins. 
Evenly divide mixture into pre- 
pared tart shells. Bake at 350 F. for 
12 to 15 minutes. Cool on wire 
rack. Makes 1 1/2 dozen tarts. 
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Kris Kringle Exposed 


Warning: Due to the sensitive nature 
of the following article, freshman are 


advised to seek parental guidance 
before proceeding (PG-18). 


Professor Leslie Norris 


I discovered the truth about Father 
Christmas the year I was seven. Boys of this 
age are ruthless and cynical. I was no excep- 
tion, but I retained, in the face of some inex- 
plicable coincidences as well as assurances 
from other boys that our benefactor did not 
really exist, a tenacious belief in the old 
legendary Santa. In November, as the winter 
mists began to curl around our evening and 
send us early home, I had often discussed this 
whole business with my friend, Danny Tho- 
mas. Again and again he had pointed out the 
narrowness of our chimneys, down which 
Father Christmas would perforce creep with 
all our seasonal loot. Danny was scornful of 
our chimney. He told 
me I couldn’t get a 
whippet down there, 
and he was right. I 
just smiled sweetly, 
well aware of the 
power of magic. 

But one Sunday 
evening, about three 
weeks before Christ- 
mas, I was left at 
home while everyone 
else went to church. 
Bored, restless, in- 
credibly active de- 
spite my heavy cold, I 
climbed into the loft. 
It was the first time I 
had ever done this on 
my own, enough to be 


elated over. But I found there a brown paper 
parcel, as round as if it held a pudding or a 
cannon-ball. I opened it. I drew out a soccer 
ball, the very thing for which I had written 
importunate letters to Father Christmas, 
posting them by the half-dozen up the chim- 
ney, the air currents carrying them without 
fail, I thought, to the great man’s abode in the 
North Pole. Even.as I touched the new ball, 
even as I caught the intoxicating scent of the 
unmarked leather, I knew at once the truth. 
All the hints and whispers in which my par- 
ents had conversed in the recent weeks, all the 
passionate certainty of Danny Thomas, all 
sorts of other things, came together in the 
realisation that there was no Father Christ- 
mas. I carried my new football downstairs, 
that I could have a few tentative kicks iff th 
kitchen. And I did this at every opportunity, 
scheming to remain indoors alone whenever 
possible. On Christmas moming my scuffed 
and weary football lay at the bottom of the 
bed. We greeted each other like old friends. 
Nothing was said, but the old pretense was 
never again mentioned. 


and the parents of the other boys my age were 
Pentecostals, and the boys had to work all the 
time; there was no playtime). And I was an 
innocent (at least 
naive) child. 

I had begun to 
question the logis- 
tics of Santa’s 
Christmas Eve 
rounds: How could 
one person visit the 
home of every child 
in the world, even if 
he worked a 24-hour 
shift (I knew time 
zones by then). 

A December 
issue of Jack and Jill 
settled that issue: e 
The covered featured at least twenty-five 
Santas, descending a staircase. So one Santa 
didn’t have to do the whole job alone! My 
older brother assured me there might be as 


many as eighty (!) Santas on the job. 
Later that year, he or my sister spilled the” 
beans. 


sub lover's book. 


Classic The BMT is our biggest, meatiest, 
tastiest sub sandwich, a real classic in any 


Lisa Dillon 
Our standard Christmas eve tradition 


big fire in the 
fireplace, open 
one gift (which 
always ended 
up being paja- 
mas), and set out 
cookies and 
milk on the 
hearth for Santa 
Claus. This tra- 
dition went on 
for years, and as 
a youngster I 
never doubted 
x that Santa 
would come down the chimney, put out our 
gifts, and eat our cookies. 

That all changed one year when I was 
seven or eight. I asked my mother how 
Santa came down the chimney when there 
was a fire in the fireplace. She hesitated a 
moment, then said that Santa came in our 
back door. I knew then I had been duped. 
Santa didn’t come down the chimney; he 
didn’t even come in the back door. Mom 
and Dad were Santa Claus. But that discov- 
ery didn’t leave me feeling bitter and be- 
trayed—it made Santa seem even better 
than before. 


Laura Bush 


After playing a particularly competi- 
tive game of leap frog in the livingroom over 
at Lori Tindall’s house, Lori and I went into 
the kitchen for a drink of water at which time 
she smuggly announced, “There is no Santa 
Claus.” As an innocent but somewhat sus- 
picious five year old, I feared the truth of 
Lori’s declaration, but I also thought people 
like Lori Tindall were just plain stupid, so I 


was to build a — 
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insisted that there most certainly was a Santa 
Claus and would she please shut up. 

Attempting to repair the damage of her 
daughter’s self-satisfied remark, Lori’s 
mother told me that I was right. “There is a 
Santa Claus,” said Mrs. Tindall, “but your 
parents pay for the toys Santa brings.” 

Pay? For the toys? My parents? Mrs. 
Tindall’s revelation not only added to my 
confusion but, in my youthful mind it tainted 
Santa’s charitable reputation as well. 

Several years passed before I learned the 
real truth. 

It was the night before Easter and I was 
watching TV, when in came my mother, 
asking if I would like to “play” the Easter 
Bunny by filling my little sister’s basket with 
chocolate-covered marshmellows. I logi- 
cally concluded from my mother’s request— 
added to the doubt concerning beneficent 
holiday personalities which Lori had already 
sown—that if I was “playing” the Easter 
Bunny, then there was no Easter Bunny. And 
that if there was no Easter Bunny, then... 
there was no Santa Claus. 

’ After briefly discussing these facts with 
my mother, I congratulated myself for my 
perspicuity and joined the smug ranks of Lori 
Tindall’s by proclaiming, “I suspected it all 
along: There is no Santa Claus.” 


het 


We start with generous portions of cheese, 
deli-style ham, pepperoni, Genoa salami and 
bologna stacked up on our fresh-from-the- E 
oven Italian bread. Then, we top tt off the way 
you like it, with plenty of fresh tomatoes, crisp E 
lettuce, green peppers, Olives, pickles and é 


With This Coupon Save $1.50 
Buy Any Footlong BMT Sandwich for Only 


$929 
a 
E 


Professor Don Norton 


I was still believing in Santa Claus when 
I began the sixth grade—at age eleven. Why? 
Iwas the “baby” of the family for eight years. 
Thad few social contacts with other children 
other than in school (I lived in the country, 


REDEEMABLE AT: Campus Subway 
1218 No. 900 E., Provo 


COUPON NOT GOOD WITH ANY OTHER DISCOUNT. 
LIMIT ONE COUPON PER CUSTOMER PER VISIT 


all of SUBWAY’s famous fixin's. So, catch the 
classic taste of the BMT at SUBWAY today! 
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__ Inarecent issue of Rolling Stone magazine, R.E.M. said 
hat before they quit they would like to produce an album 
vorthy of being in the top twenty albums of all time. Is this 
fty goal? I’d say so. Just look at their competition: Slim 
itman’s “A Country Christmas,” Liberace’s “A Christmas 
ey” and “A Liberace Christmas” (personal favorites of 
» infamous guitarist Steve Cheese), “The Elvis Presley 
as Sing Along,” “The Sex Pistols’ Selected Holiday 
orites,” and of course “Perry Como Sings Merry Christ- 
Music.” 
Slim Whitman and Perry Como have dueled long and 
to claim the coveted title of “Greatest Performer of All 
Time.” With the release of the previously mentioned album, 
erry Como Sings Merry Christmas Music,” Perry Comohas 
surpassed even the greatest accomplishments of Slim 
tman, 
But this is no surprise. If we look back on the past, there 
numerous testimonies to support this fact, such as the 
wess Mr. Como showed year after year in claiming prime 
hour-long weekend television spots for his Christmas 
ials. The best Slim Whitman has ever done were his 45 
B-rated television commercials where he claimed to 
e sold more albums than the Beatles. This sounds like a 
rate man. } 
The album, “Perry Como Sings Christmas Music,” re- 
in 1985 by RCA Records is the most complete and 
satile Christmas album around. The cover sports a youth- 
‘photo of Mr. Como in a white cashmere winter coat, 
bolic of his unreachable talents and eternal endurance. He 
the album off with an intense and intricate rap version of 
was the Night Before Christmas” that puts the likes of 
ee . 


__ Sign up early for Fall! 


1720 No 


wee ee ee 


[AskAbout 
Treasure Island 


Mikki 


_ Provo's Complete Student Community 
_¢ Beautiful Apartments e Exercise Weight Room e Sauna e 
_¢ Tanning ¢ Campus Shuttle Bus ¢ Year-Round Swimminge 
1 e Spa ¢ Volleyball e Cable T.V. e Game Room e 

e Great Ward e Beach e Aerobics e 


rth, Provo 373-6300 


Student Review 
Christmas Issue 


even L.L. COOL J. to shame. 

Mr. Como then performs a soothing recitation of the 
“Twelve Days of Christmas” backed by a small ensemble and 
several accomplished vocalists. After a serious and contem- 
plative rendition of “God Rest Ye, Merry Gentlemen,” he 
goes directly intoa more playful version of “C-H-R-I-S-T-M- 
A-S.” 


"The cover sports a youthful 
photo of Mr. Como in a white 
cashmere coat, symbolic of his 
unreachable talents and eternal 

endurance." 


The album goes on and on with non-stop musical pleas- 
ures. It contains powerful and moving versions of “Joy to the 
World,” “Silent Night,” and “Oh Come All Ye Faithful.” Mr. 
Como’s fun-filled renditions of the children’s favorites 
“Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer,” “Frosty the Snowman,” 
and “Jingle Bells” are seconded nowhere. 

The traditional Christmas sentiments can be found in the 
touching performances of the “Christmas Song,” “That 


NON-STOP 
COPY SHOP 


When you're working late, it's good 
to know you're not working alone. 


@ 
kinko’s 
Great copies. Great people. 


1 East Center 


377-1791 


OPEN Til MIDNIGHT 
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- Perry Como: the Best Christmas Album Ever 


Christmas Feeling,” “I'll be Home for Christmas,” and 
“White Christmas” given on the album. The album is finished 
with powerful upbeat positive big band renditions of “Winter 
Wonderland,” and “Santa Claus is Coming to Town.” 

The album “Perry Como Sings Merry Christmas Music" 
is the musical embodiment of the American Christmas dream. 
The people at RCA have produced the greatest Christmas 
album of all time, and in their generous Christmas spirit have 
made it a bargain at $3.99. In the words of a well-known local 
musician, Lynn Davis, “Perry Como holds the talents and 
musical knowledge that all musicians everywhere only dream 
about. Besides, he just has that Christmas cheer.” 


835 N. 700 E. 
377-1792 


OPEN 24 HOURS 


page 14 


Student Review 


Christmas Issue 


It was early Christmas moming. We kids had opened all of Santa’s 
gifts with nimble fingers in record time, and though Santa had only brought 
Mom one gift (“She must not have been very good this year,” I mused), she 
was still unwrapping it. 

She had started out opening a great big box, and then she found 
another smaller one inside, and on and on. As she worked her way down, 
unwrapping and opening, to a very small box, I momentar- 
ily forgot about my new Lite Brite set and the colorful 
clown I was creating. Even though I was just six years 
old, I knew the climax was near. 

Mom’s face shone brighter than the Lite Brite as 
she held the small jewelry box close to her. She looked at 


my best efforts in a liberal arts education, I had not yet learned the wonders 
of Transformer crafting. 

I decided to make him a sign with his name on it. I took out my 
calligraphy set and practiced my uncial letters. Finally I had it right. I 
stroked out in big four-inch letters: G-R-E-G-O-R-Y. I added embellish- 
ments with gold metallic paint. I drew an anchor on the end, leaning against 
the last letter. I made the chain of the anchor weave 
back through the other letters of his name, tying them 
all together. I framed it carefully and was ready for 
Christmas. 

On Christmas morning when Gregory opened 
the gift, I was so elated for him I hardly noticed the 


Dad inquisitively, hardly breathing; Dad smiled back at dissappointment in his eyes—no, it wasn’t a Trans- 

her with a sheepish grin. Cet former. I took the sign and carefully mounted it on 
Mom opened the small box : his—formerly my—bedroom door, 

slowly. She peeked in. . . and, after a | \ as he unwrapped the rest of his gifts, 

brief glimpse, threw the box open. is 2 mostly Transformers. 

“Oh, goody!” she screamed, pulling The sign stayed on his 

out a key with a note attached. Mom bedroom door for the next few 


read the note and with excitement in 
her voice proclaimed, “It’s down the 
street! C’mon everybody!” but not 
forgetting to add with motherly 
authority, “Don’t forget to wear the 
new slippers Santa brought you.” 
The entire Fogg family ran 
down Stuart Avenue in new pajamas 
and slippers. A blue and white 
Lincoln, sporting a big red bow on 
top, awaited us at the corner. The car 
was Mom’s Christmas present (“She 


must have been awfully good this 
year,” I recanted). Mom kissed Dad. 
We all got in and drove 


around, but soon I wasn’t so im- 
pressed—our old red station wagon 
had more room, and I could see out 
the windows better. I wanted to get 
back to my Lite Brite clown. 

A few months later when all 
the novelty of Christmas had worn off 
(and my Lite Brite set was strewn all 
over the house, making Mom angry 
when the pieces got caught in the 
vacuum), I began to notice something 
funny: Dad always drove Mom’s car 
to work. Pretty soon I was back in 
the good old red station wagon, and 
glad of it. I could see out of the 
windows. I could see the coming of 
spring as we drove to Jimmy’s house, 
Gong’s Supermarket, and Primary. 

The gift returned to the giver. 


Years later on Christmas morning, I was befuddled to discover that 
Santa had left me an industrial-sized push-broom right next to my furry red 
stocking (even Santa with all his Christmas magic couldn’t make it fit 
inside). Written on the top of the broomhead in bold capital letters was the 
message, “To Brian, Love Santa.” Thanks Santa. What a practical guy, this 
Mr. Claus. 

Dad saw that I got the chance to play with the push broom often— 
in the garage, on the driveway, around the patio. But soon summer came, 
melting all the North Pole charm, and I was either too hot, too busy, or too 
rebellious. In the end, Dad did most of the sweeping. 

Gifts return to the giver. 

At seven kids our family stopped growing. In the following years, 
I headed off to college. After one hectic semester, I finished up my finals 
and went happily home; Christmas was fast approaching. 

Christmas tradition in our family says that each year we give one 
special gift: before Christmas we draw names, and then handmake a gift for 
that person—no buying allowed. That year I drew Gregory’s name. He was 
the youngest, eight years old, and all he wanted were Transformers. Despite 


SN 


months. Then Gregory went to the 
UCLA hospital; the sign went with 
him. Among the stainless steel, 
flourescent lights, and isolation 
rooms, the sign told the doctors, 
nurses, and visitors who lived 
there—Gregory (and his Transform- 
ers, of course). 

Two months later I took the 
sign down from the hospital door. I 
was numb. Gregory was gone. 
Mom, distraught and exhausted, was 
on her way home in the car with Dad 

~ and the rest of the family. My older 
brother and I stayed behind, would- 
be stoics, to pack up all of Gregory’s 
things and then make the five-hour 
drive home. 

After the funeral, after 
things had calmed down, after Mom 
had the courage to do it, she 
unpacked Gregory’s things. His 
clothes went back in the drawers, his 
Transformers back on the shelves, 
and his sign—my sign—back up on 
his bedroom wall. 


It’s been a couple of years, 
it’s Christmastime, and I’m home 
from college again. I’m staying in 
my old room—Gregory’s old room. 
I’m not surprised to see Gregory’s 
Transformers unused on the shelf; 


his “We are the World” poster looks 
a little older, a little more faded this time home. Mom keeps saying she’s 


going to turn this place into a sewing room come the new year. 


The sign I gave Gregory for 
Christmas years ago is still there on the 
wall: the blue and gold uncial letters 
still unchanged; the anchor, a symbol 
of Christian hope, still leaning; the 
chain still weaving through each letter; 
and each link of the chain, thank God, 
still unbroken. 

Gifts do return. 
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theatre & Dance 
erforme i by Ballet West ; 
Cap itol Theatre, SLC, December 16-30 
00 p.m. December 16-19, 21-23, 26, 28-30, 
2:00  eeaeaan 19-23, 26-30. 
8: 533-5555 


u Can't Take It With You 
Thre gh December 19, 8:00 p.m. 


he Rented Christmas 
ip imaprobeble situation developes into an un- 
orgettable Christmas experience 
E Visitors Center on Teiuple Square 
mber 7-12 and 14-19, 6:00 & 7:30 p.m. 
on: 531-3318 


ised Valley Playhouse, 132 South State 
Saturdays, December 4-23, 7:30 
ees on December 19 & 23 at 2:00 


‘les Dicken’s Classic Tale 


Tumer: Break Every Rule Tour 
Guests: Level 42 


cing Ground (fusion jazz) 
12, 10:00 p.m. 
Mode (fusion jazz) 
16, 10:00 p.m. 
-ookie Jars (modem rock) 


Holiday Parties 
‘Student Review Annual Holiday Hurrah! 
663 South 850 East Orem 


December 9, 7:30 p.m. 
.S.V.P. 226-3448 


‘Snowbird Christmas Festivities 


area Skis on the Mountain 
Soma Christmas Day 
into 649-8111 


Backstage New Year’s Eve Party 
hors d'oeuvres, games and music all night 
Backstage Cafe, Tickets: $7.00 

Call 373-2233 for details 


v Center Theatre, through Dec. 23, 8:00 p.m. 
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Art Exhibits this Month 


Liquid Light Painting 
John Weiss, artist 
BF Larson Gallery, BYU 


The Photography of William F. Lemke 
Gallery 303, BYU 


_ Stitches in Time: Latter-Day Quilts of 


Family and Faith 
Museum of Church History and Art 
info: 531-3584 


Fine Arts Competition 
Museum of Church History and Art 
info: 531-3584 


Chri Tt Exhibiti 
Salt Lake Art Center 
info: 328-4201 


Santa Barbara, Preston Morton Collection of 
American Art, also works by Lee Dillon and 


Brent Haddock 
Salt Lake Art Center 
info: 328-4201 


Lecture 


Confessions of a Commercial Real Estate 
Developer, Charles Randy Paul, Speaker 
710 TNRB, Dec. 9, 2:00 & 4:00 p.m. 


What Did The Wise Men See? 
Dr. H. Kimball Hansen 
Planetarium, 492 ESC 

December 10, 7:30 & 8:30 p.m. 


Parades & Local Fests 
Heber City Turkey Shoot 
December 23 
Information: 654-3666 


Moab Christmas Celebration 
parade, craft fair, tree fesival, caroling 
December 12 & 19 

info: 259-7531 


Cedar City Christmas Festival 
through December 25 
info: 586-4484 


Heber Creeber Santa Claus Express 

Heber Train Depot, 600 W. 100 S. 

Saturdays and Sundays, and Daily from Dec. 21- 
31. Santa visits the train through Dec. 24 

info: 654-3229 


Torchlight Parade 
Park City, December 24 
info: 649-8111 


Wheeler Historic Farm 
An Old-Fashioned Christmas experience with 


house tours, horse-drawn carriage rides, childrens 


games, animals, and gift shop 
December 26, 28, 31, noon to 4:00 p.m. 
info: 264-2241 


Jensen Historical Farm 

Christmas in 1917 

with sleigh rides, tree trimming, caroling, and 
old-world cookery 

December 12 & 19, 10:00 a.m. - 4:00 p.m. 
info: 254-4064 


New Year’s Eve Fireworks 
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Other Fun 


Sundays at 2:00 p.m., Mondays-Fridays at 7:00 
p-m. Young People’s Zap Show on Saturdays, 
11:00 a.m. 

info: 538-2098 


Salt Lake Audubon Society Annual All- 
Day Christmas Bird Count (Wow!) and 
evening pot-luck supper. Open to everyone. Fee: 
$3.00. Call 966-0464 for area assignment 


Film 


Temple Square Film Presentations: 
Mr. Kreuger’s Christmas 

Starring Jimmy Stewart 

Lower theatre of the North Visitors Center 
The Real Story of Christmas 

Upper theatre of the North Visitors Center 
all month except December 24 & 25 


Varsity I 

Roxanne, Dec. 4-10 

An American Tail, Dec. 11-17 
Santa Claus, The Movie, Dec. 18-23 
Willy Wonka, Dec. 26-31 

4:30, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 


Varsity 0 
Witness, Dec. 11-14, 7:00 & 9:30 p.m. 


Monte L. Bean Museum 
Desert Place, Dec. 14 


Seal Island, Dec. 21, 
Tropical Rain Forest, Dec. 28 
6:00, 7:00 & 8:00 p.m. 


Blue Mouse 

Dreamchild 

Dec. 14 & 15, 5:15, 7:00 & 8:45 pm. 
260 E. 100 S. 364-3471 


Sports Events & Ski Races 


BYU Basketball: Couger Classic 
December 11 & 12, 7:00 & 9:00 p.m. 


Jeremy Ranch Super Series Cross Country 
Ski Race, Registration: before race day, 8770 
Jeremy Rd., Park City. Fee: $12.00 

December 12, 10:00 a.m. 

info: 649- 2700 


BYU Women’s Basketball: UCLA 
Marriot Center, Dec. 17, 6:00 p.m. 


BYU Basketball: Utah State 
Marriot Center, Dec. 19, 7:35 p.m. 


White Pine Cross Country Ski Race 
Registration: day of race 8:30-9:30 a.m. Fee: 
$8.00. December 19, 10:00 a.m. 

info: 649-8710 


BYU Women’s Basketball: Oregon State 
Marriot Center, Dec. 21, 5:00 p.m. 


Ogden Open Cross Country Ski Race 
Registration: day of race 8:30- 9:30 a.m. Fee: 
$6.00. December 26, 10:00 a.m. 


é E Z info: 745-3568 
“nN . puveNs ee Snowbird Ski Resort 3 S| 
‘New Year’s Eve in Vienna’ info: 521-6040 oe 
Celebrate with Utah Symphony : | Utah Symphony New Years Eve Concert _ BYU Basketball: La Salle 
Concert at 10:00 p.m. at Symphony Hall Torchlight Parade and Fireworks Show | “New Year's Eve in Vienna” : Marriot Center, Dec. 29, 7:35 p.m. 
Party at Midnight, north foyer of Salt Palace Park City, New Year's Eve "Joseph Silverstein, Conducting 
tickets: 533-6407 info: 649-6100 ee pres ; 
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Homeless from front page 


and private institutions that help provide food 
and shelter for many of Salt Lake’s homeless, 
but the majority fend for themselves. Some 
are unemployed, and often go hungry, others 
work, but earn only enough to cover food 
costs for themselves and their children. 
.Saving enough money to pay rent and a 
deposit for an aprtment becomes a dream. 
Often the dream has little chance of being 
realized, but the hope remains. ~ 

The people of Utah are mobilizing to ae 


into three categories, 


reason.” 


Dutton, a social worker for Community 
Action, says Provo’s homeless generally fit 
“ either they are indi- 
viduals who are just passing through town, 
and need a temporary place to stay. Or they 
are people looking for work that don’t have 
the resources to stay in a hotel or apartment. 
Or they are local people who have lost their 
home through eviction, fire, or whatever 


According to Milt Fletcher, 
nity Action Director, his organization helps 


Student Review 


” 


tion. 


Commu- 


help their homeless. Recently, TV and news- 


paper reporters have focused on the plight of 


people who don’t have the usual support 
systems of church, family, or friends to rely 
on. And, he says, there are a few homeless 
people in Utah County who “choose not to 
seek aid from our or any type of organiza- 


Aside from these few, Utah County, 
unlike Salt Lake City, is able to offer at least 
the daily necessities to all of its homeless. 
This amount of care, according to Fletcher, is 
possible, because of the number of organiza- 
tions and individuals in Utah County who 
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join forces to help. BYU’s Sub for San 
program, and the recent canned food driv 
both sponsored by ASBYU’s Communi 
Services, (indeed, service is the only legi 
mate function of ASBYU at this Universi 
at this time. Would someone please tell 
boys and girls in the ELWC that?) are ex- 
amples of this. The donated food collected by 
BYU was given to Community Action. 
Despite the help local organizations are 
able to offer the homeless, there is always 
room for improvement. Most organizatio’ 
need additional volunteers and donations, 
especially at Christmas time, because of the 
cold weather, and because of the efforts made 


Salt Lake’s homeless. Salt Lake Mayor PEO wea 
Palmer DePaulis has designated November 


to provide low-income families with Chri 


as Shelter the Homeless Month. Public food 
and donation drives offer support. Shelters 
house some of the homeless, and more shel- 
ters are in the making. Salt Lake doesn’t 
have the huge numbers of homeless people 
that exist in many larger cities, but it still has 
difficulties finding resources to aid the home- 
less it does have. 

Closer to BYU, in Provo and Orem, 
there are individuals and families that end up 
homeless for various reasons. Utah County 
has a service branch called Community Ac- 


tion that works to help these people. Myla 5 
P Peep f SR art by Brian Kubarycz 


A Christmas Story 


by a BYU student 


It was Christmas Eve. I was on a train headed for the cold city. It was, 
as I was to discover a train bound for personal growth, challenge, and 
introspection. I had my coat, the address of the Hubert Humphrey Building, 
and the name Carol. 

The long walk from the station to the Humphrey building was to be a 
walk of profound significance. It was bitter cold, the rain cut through my coat 
and deep into my skin. 

I didn’t know where I was going to sleep for the next two nights, so | 
looked at people differently. I looked at them as a possible needed friend. 

The buildings I was familiar with took on a whole new meaning— 
perhaps a place to stay dry through the long night ahead. To the homeless, I 
discovered night is not a peaceful bliss, but an endless hell. 

The Citizens for Creative Non—Violence (CCNV) were giving the 
homeless of Washington D.C. an evening of love, warmth, and service. I 
found Carol. She put me to work. My assignment was to take a ticket from 
the night’s quests and ask them what gift they would most like—a blanket, 
a pair of gloves, a pair of socks, or a pair of underwear. 

Soon I overlooked the incredible smell of the people and was caught up 
in the warmth of their love for me. How can I possibly forget the kiss on the 
forehead by an old, black homeless man; or the big sloppy kiss on my right 
s from a jolly, heavy-set woman? Their love, their kiss was the greatest 
gift. 

The night progressed, the people sang, danced, ate and then faded away 
into the darkness of the streets. 

Carol needed my help cleaning up and driving an old car to one of the 
community’s houses. Carol invited me to spend the night on the couch at the 
community’s home. I was amazed at the kindnessof this woman and her 
associates. I felt no discomfort in their home. I soon became part of it, even 
a part of the magic of Christmas morning. They shared small gifts with one 
another, but mostly they shared love. 

Christmas day I spent in the CCNV shelter for the homeless. I was 
overwhelmed as I entered the shelter—a worn down, dirty and dark old 
building in the process of renovation. I was introduced to Richard. He was 
a young man of deep caring. He had grown up as a son of a wealthy CEO, 
had just sold a company for several million dollars and had recently taken a 
year’s leave of absence from a high paying job. He had come to serve, to 
spend a year of his life in the thoughtless service of his brothers. 

Inoticed Richard took his orders from other volunteers (men who would 
have been on the streets if they didn’t have a job in the shelther). He did so 
willingly. 

The men in the shelter had come from all walks of life, but one thing was 
needful in them all—hope and love. They needed most to know they were 
of value: that someone cared. 

Those who served at CCNV were tired and wom, yet they kept going. 
They asked the important question, “What can I do to meet the needs of those 
they worked with? 

I spent one more night at the community’s home. Then I found myself 
back on the train bound for familiar friends and the warmth of home. I was 
a different soldier. I knew of other people, people just like you and I, people 
who needed love. 


Strange as it may be, Christmas has not always 
been celebrated. In fact, of all of the major Christian 
holidays, Christmas is probably the most recent to be 
observed. It was first widely observed about 400 
A.D.. Interestingly, it was not instituted because 
church officials wanted to celebrate Christ’s birth. 

.' The Roman culture, of which early Christians 
were a part, celebrated Saturnalia from December 17 
to the 25th. After months of rising lower in the sky 
and lighting a shorter day, the sun began to climb 
higher and shine longer. The Romans, who identified 
their chief god, Satum, with the sun, took this asa sign 
of their god’s undying power. They held their great- 
est festival in Saturn’s honor during the winter sol- 
stice, with the Feast of the Unconquored Sun on 
December 25. 

Early Christian leaders seemed to be convinced 
that it was impossible to separate the Christians from 
the celebrations of their pagan neighbors. Rather than 
telling church members to ignore the Saturnalia cele- 
brations, they invented a new holiday to give Chris- 
tian meaning to the pagan rituals. This was the 
primary motivation for instituting Christmas as a 
Christian holiday. 

Many symbols of the Christmas season origi- 
nated in pagan practice. In the Roman festival, lights 
were extremely important as symbols of the sun. 
Christmas tradition took the use of candles (and 
eventually small electric lights) from this tradition as 
a symbol of the birth of Christ, the “light of the 
world.” 

Celebrations of Satumalia also involved gift giv- 
ing among friends. Gift giving is a traditional expres- 
sion of thanks dating back through ages of celebra- 
tions. Christians, though, gave this tradition added 
meaning when they applied it to their new holiday. 
Gifts, in the Christmas celebration, became symbolic 
of the gift which God gave the world through sending 
his son into the world. 

Another tradition taken from the Roman celebra- 
tion was caroling. Singing hymns to Saturn was an 
important part of the Saturnalia celebration. The 
Christians took that tradition and began singing 
hymns in praise of Christ. 

Over the centuries that followed, the Christian 
religion grew. As saints converted the people of 
northem Europe to Christianity, Christian traditions 
were changed. 

Pagan winter festivals left lasting marks on the 
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mas help. If you would like to help, do 
money, time, or canned food, to a local se 
ice organization of your choice. Most likely, 
your local Bishop or Minister can recieve. 
donations, or, you can give food or mon 
Utah County’s Community Action. 

In the past year, Community Action 
helped over 600 homeless people. Take yo 
donation to 257 E Center in Provo. It will, 
directly to help the homeless and hungry 
the Provo/Orem community. It may h 
someone like Gary Renton. In any case, yo 
will help someone like yourself. Someor 


Christmas celebration. Scandinavians celebrated th 
winter solstice with a festival, called Yule, in honor o 
their sun god, Freyr. In addition to the variation: 
the Roman sun symbols, Yule introduced several new }» 

symbols of its own. Among these were burning the i 
yule log and eating boar on Christmas Eve. . 

Neither of these traditions is commonly observed 
in modern American Christmas tradition; but 
symbol has survived and become dominant today. 
yule celebration, decorated trees represented the 
verse with the decortations (lights, flowers and gc 
balls) representing the sun. Christians adopted the 
of a decorated tree but changed the symbolism. 
Christmas tree today is commonly seen asa symbol 
the life that Christ brought to the world through 
teachings and atonement. ' 

As time went on, other traditions were incorpo- 
rated into the Christian festival. One important tradi 
tion finds its roots not in pagan ritual, but in Christian. 
legend. According to this legend, in the fourth century | 
A.D. St. Nicholas, the Bishop of Myra, lived in Asia 
Minor (present day Turkey). He was well known not 
only for his holiness and strict obedience to fasts, “ree : 
for his generosity as well. uO 

At one time, he threw an amount of gold (the b 
amount varies between accounts) through the window | 
of a poor man’s house so that the man would have | 
money for his daughters’ dowries and they could have | 
respectable marriages. According to one account, the | 
money landed in a shoe, so, the Dutch began celebra- | 
ting this event by putting candy and treats in children’s 
shoes. | 

When made a part of Christmas, St. Nicholas | 
became a symbol of giving and accepting. Santa gives | 
to people as Christ taught them to give to one another, | 
and children accept gifts from Santa in much the same 
way that mankind accepts God’s gift of sending his son 
into the world. 

Like Santa Claus, other traditions have changed 
further when introduced to American culture. Other 
traditions have been introduced to Christmas by 
America. Candy canes, poinsettias, and Rudolph are 
a few symbols created and given meaning in America. 

Christmas continues to evolve. In much the same 
way that pagan symbols have been given Christian 
meaning when incorporated into the Christmas tradi- 
tion, new symbols and traditions are given meaning by 
being made a part of this celebration today. 


